CHAPTER     XXII
THE lifting of the blackout made little difference to Ayot Saint Lawrence.
The war was not yet over but the result was now fortunately a foregone
conclusion. As there were no lamps in the village, the change meant a
vision of warm homes. One villager actually suggested that a lamp suitably
placed and lit in the centre of the village would make a suitable war
memorial, but such a revolutionary proposal needed consideration and
that meant time. Besides there was nobody here who could afford such
an expensive innovation.
We enjoyed taking down the horrid blackout curtains and left
the windows uncovered as a mark of restored sanity. It would not be
long before peace would break out. Within a day or two, however, the
lights were taken for granted and not even noticed. The realized dream
has a way of losing its magic with familiarity. When peace came at last
it practically made no difference. It is true that business people who
travelled to London felt certain that their offices would still be standing
and the staff would not have disappeared out of existence over the night
or during the day.
G.B.S. came in on the day the Germans surrendered. The heroism
of the Second Front rarely came into our conversation. It was too huge
an event to reduce to words and to bring into the orbit of this secluded
village.
He was sitting for his second portrait, this time in a pose of the writer
and philosopher, his blue pad before him, his eyes reflective and he
changed every time into the dark suit he wears in the evening.
It is strange that we talked mainly about methods of agriculture.
Not that he was, like many a writer, taking to farming. He treasured his
leisure and would not find himself preoccupied with that which others
could do equally well, if not better. But that did not prevent him giving
diem the fullest advice. Food was going to be the world problem and
if we were not careful the world killer. We were going the wrong way
about everything and always had done. Because of the extensive use
of chemical fertilisers, the soil was being exhausted and the food grown
had no nutritive value. He had been trying to eat the wholemeal
bread and vegetables and they had no taste. This scientific nonsense
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